MICHAEL   DRAYTON
Wherewith displeased they hang their heads
So angry soon they grow.
And from their odoriferous beds
Their sweets at it they throw.
The winter here a summer is.
No waste is made of time,
Nor doth the autumn ever miss
The blossoms of the prime.
The flower that July forth doth bring,
In April here is seen,
The primrose that puts on the spring,
In July decks each green.
The sweets for sovereignty contend,
And so abundant be,
That to the very earth they lend
And bark of every tree:
Rills rising out of every bank,
In wild meanders strain,
And playing many a wanton prank
Upon the speckled plain,
In gambols and lascivious gyres
Their time they still bestow,
Nor to their fountains none retires,
Nor on their course will go.
Those brooks with lilies bravely deckt,
So proud and wanton made,
That they their courses quite neglect
And seem as though they stayed
Fair Flora in her state to view
Which through those lilies looks,
Or as those lilies Iean*d to show
Their beauties to the brooks.
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